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reels of barbed wire were brought up by the transport
wagons.  Every day the telegraph sped the words along th<^
front:   " At any day now the Allied Armies will arriver
It is necessary to consolidate the position on the boundaries
of the province until the arrival of reinforcements, and to
resist the pressure of the Reds at all costs."                        +
The mobilised inhabitants of the district ploughed up the'*
earth, digging trenches and protecting them with barbed
wire entanglements. But at night, when the cossacks
abandoned the trenches and went into the villages to warm
themselves, Red Guard advance parties approached the
cossack trenches, threw down the defences, and fastened
printed appeals to the cossacks to the rusty points of the
barbed wire. The cossacks read them greedily, as though
they were letters from home. It was clear that in such
conditions to carry on the war was senseless. Frosts set in,
alternating with thaws and tremendous falls of snow. The
trenches were filled with snow. It was difficult to lie down
for even an hour in them. The cossacks froze, their feet and
hands suffered from frost-bite. In the infantry and cossack
skirmishing detachments many were now without boots ;
others had gone to the front as though going out into their
farmyard, dressed in shoes and light summer trousers. They
had no faith in the Allies. " They ride on beetles," one of
Gregorys troop bitterly remarked one day.
From the end of November the Reds took the offensive.
They stubbornly forced the cossack divisions back to the
railway line. After a long struggle, on December 2Qth the
Red cavalry threw back the Cossack 33rd regiment; but in
the section held by the Vieshenska regiment they met with
a desperate resistance. From behind the snowy selvages of
yard fences the regimental machine-gunners welcomed the
enemy infantry with a hail of bullets. The machine-gun on
the right flank spread a rain of death, whilst on the left
flaok certain squadrons were thrown into a flanking
manoeuvre.
Towards evening the feebly advancing Red Army forces
were replaced by a detachment of sailors newly-arrived at
the front. They poured into the attack against the machine-
guns, not lying down and not shouting.
Gregor fired incessantly, until the barrel of his rifle was
red-hot and burnt his hands. He cooled the rifle, then again